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—it was like a play at the theater, but this required more
than good actors, it called for men who were fearless,
who would not have "nerves."
Pilsudski spoke of the hopeless situation of their
party, with Eussian persecution so strong, with the com-
munity hostile to every revolutionary move; somewhere
they must take positive action; conditions were more
favorable here in the north, the police clumsy and less
clever. They couldn't know how much money they
would get, but not less than thirty thousand roubles.
They must succeed. For a last time their parts were
rehearsed.
But the best laid plans, even of a Pilsudski, can go
amiss. Saturday night was unusually dark. The roads
were very muddy. The group going on foot lost their
way in the blackness, were afraid their electric torches
would attract attention, and arrived after the sched-
uled hour. Several times the yellow cart got stuck in
marshy ground, once it almost overturned, it came very
late to the meeting place in the forest. Impossible to
get the bombs out, carry them to the tracks by the
station, distribute them as planned, and have everything
ready.
They must wait for a week. The conspirators were
discouraged. To think that a picked group could man-
age no better than that! Where to house nineteen men?
"Don't be discouraged," Pilsudski advised. "It is
just so much experience gained,"
The week dragged slowly by. They were very short
of money. They pooled all the cash of the nineteen and
used it for food sparingly. Again on Friday evening*
they all met in Wilno. This time, said the leader, noth-
ing must go wrong. Their funds were so low, the raid
must succeed—at any price. It was Do or Die.
"And if we fail?" some one suggested.

